




『わがままな大男』（The Selfish Giant）はオスカー・ワイルド（Oscar 
Wilde, 1854-1900）が 1888 年に出版した童話集『幸福な王子、その他』（The 


















Every afternoon, as they were coming from school, the children used to go 
and play in the Giant’s garden.
It was a large lovely garden, with soft green grass. Here and there over 
the grass stood beautiful flowers like stars, and there were twelve peach-
trees that in the spring-time broke out into delicate blossoms of pink and 











の庭園は秋になると “bore rich fruit” （39）と豊かな実を実らせるが、ワイル
ドが “bore” という言葉を使用したことにより、庭園における母性的要素が






“beautiful flowers like stars” （39）と、星に似た美しい花が描かれており、年
老いた大男が庭で遊ぶ子どもたちを見守りながら “ ‘I have many beautiful 








Suddenly he rubbed his eyes in wonder, and looked and looked. It 
certainly was a marvellous sight. In the farthest corner of the garden was a 
tree quite covered with lovely white blossoms. Its branches were all golden, 
and silver fruit hung down from them, and underneath it stood the little boy 




And when the children ran in that afternoon, they found the Giant lying 








Downstairs ran the Giant in great joy, and out into the garden. He 
hastened across the grass, and came near to the child. And when he came 
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quite close his face grew red with anger, and he said, “Who hath dared to 
wound thee?” For on the palms of the child’s hands were the prints of two 
nails, and the prints of two nails were on the little feet.
“Who hath dared to wound thee?” cried the Giant; “tell me, that I may 
take my big sword and slay him.”
“Nay!” answered the child; “but these are the wounds of Love.” （44）
彼は両手と両足にそれぞれ「愛の傷」“wounds of love” を負っていた。こ
れはキリストが磔によって負った受難を表し、小さな男の子がキリストの化
身であることを示している。彼の怪我が誰かに負わされたものではなく愛の
傷であることを指し示すと、大男は “‘Who art thou?’ said the Giant, and a 




And the child smiled on the Giant, and said to him, “You let me play 








































































After the seven years were over he had said all that he had to say, for his 
conversation was limited, and he determined to return to his castle. When 
he arrived he saw the children playing in the garden. （39）















“What are you doing here?” he cried in a very gruff voice, and the 
children ran away.
“My own garden is my own garden,” said the Giant; “anyone can 
understand that, and I will allow nobody to play in it but myself.” So he 
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“When I was alive and had a human heart,” answered the statue, “I did 
not know what tears were, for I lived in the Palace of Sans-Souci, where 
sorrow is not allowed to enter. In the daytime I played with my companions 
in the garden, and in the evening I led the dance in the Great Hall. Round 
the garden ran a very lofty wall, but I never cared to ask what lay beyond it, 
everything about me was so beautiful. My courtiers called me the Happy 
Prince, and happy indeed I was, if pleasure be happiness. So I lived, and so 
I died. And now that I am dead they have set me up here so high that I can 
see all the ugliness and all the misery of my city, and though my heart is 




いった。彼は “My courtiers called me the Happy Prince, and happy indeed I was”
（14）と、自身がかつて幸福の王子と呼ばれ、そして実際に彼が幸福であっ





High above the city, on a tall column, stood the statue of the Happy Prince. 
He was glided all over with thin leaves of the fine gold, for eyes he had two 





































“I am waited for in Egypt,” said the Swallow. “My friends are flying up 
and down the Nile, and talking to the large lotus-flowers. Soon they will go 
to sleep in the tomb of the great King. The King is there himself in his 
painted coffin. He is wrapped in yellow linen, and embalmed with spices. 




























But the Spring never came, nor the Summer. The Autumn gave golden 
fruit to every garden, but to the Giant’s garden she gave none. “He is too 
selfish,” she said. So it was always Winter there, and the North Wind, and 




And the Giant’s heart melted as he looked out. “How selfish I have 
been!” he said; “now I know why the Spring would not come here. I will 
put that poor little boy on the top of the tree, and then I will knock down the 
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wall, and my garden shall be the children’s playground for ever and ever.” 












を庭から追い出すために、高い塀を巡らす際には “My own garden is my own 
garden,” said the Giant; “anyone can understand that , and I will allow nobody to 
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